hanging hats, hug one another, slap each other diabolically hard on
the back, jab one another in the ribs, or massage carefully the nape
of a neck. It is all very strenuous, tiring to watch, yet these financial
robots show no signs of fatigue. A young man, mechanically
shrugging his shoulders, fidgets with his hands, and for nothing
better to do unhooks a telephone, barks into it, and hangs it up
again. This seems to be particularly funny and relieving to pent-up
spirits. No news breaks the calm of the quiet day, so in the babel
below a buffoon tickles an old man's ear.

An employee of the Exchange mounts a marble balcony, enters
the rostrum and sets the mechanism which sounds the three o'clock
gong. The horseplay is suddenly halted. The men reach for their
bowler hats, their eyes turn to stone, their mouths become grim as
they leave for respectable homes in Long Island, Westchester, Park
Avenue and Riverside Drive. With the striking of the gong, as on
Cinderella's midnight, life changes utterly. The feckless boys have
become transformed into heads of families, dignified, intimidating
pillars of New York society.

After this crazy symphony of unintelligible sound, it might be
refreshing to see a brokerage firm. So to the strange underworld of
the broker's offices. Neat little ants here, with immaculate creases
in sober suits, eyes impersonal but bright as buttons, sit behind desks,
conversing with clients. In the back offices, the bookwork goes on.
The men work steadily, yet they remain unruffled, neat, methodical,
efficient. Into their books go strings of figures, chronicling in
mathematics the rise and fall of family fortunes.

These rooms are bare, severe; so lacking adornment of any kind
that the telephones, in regular rows, appear decorative rather than
functional. "We're geared up to high speed and big business, eh?'*
winks an ant with a cigar in his mouth.

Each of these rooms has eight or more of these human adding
machines, tabulating the gains and losses of others' financial bets.
Do they ever break down? If so, what fate befalls them? Unimagin-
able that they could even falter, and one day, perhaps, be no longer
in running order.
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